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some of my drawings, I felt extremely discouraged at this
time, and started destroying all that was in the studio. By
a sudden impulse I took u passage to New York, going steerage*
This was in no way disagreeably in fact, very interesting.
The food was bad, but I found that many passengers, knowing
tliis, had provided themselves with a store of sausages and
other edibles, very good food, which they asked mo to share
with them. Middle Europeans and refugees from Russia and
Poland, where they were persecuted as Jews, made tip the
third class,, The steerage passengers woro quartered alto-
gether, and we slept in tiers of bunks, and near where I slept,
four Chinamen played a game of chance with chips, through-
out tho voyage* I never saw them on deck, and at night,
were I to wake, thoy were still there with their chips and
monotonous chanting.

Arrived in New York, I did not stay long. A friend whom
I had mot In London wrote to me, and in a fortnight I had
made up my mind to return to London and work there.
This time I took a studio in Fulham, I worked hard and
seriously for two years, making studies, In these tumble-
down studios in Fulham I was first made aware of the
ludicrous snobbishness that artists are supposed to bo free of.
The other occupants of the studios were artists who were
beginning their careers* One was a young Australian
sculptor, who, I was given to understand,, " bid fair to be
Australia's premier sculptor ". He was at the time doing a
portrait of tho Australian Prime Minister's daxighter, and
this romantic affair, through tho smarter sotting it obviously
clamoured for, might possibly have had unpleasant conse-
quences for me. One clay 1 heard that the landlady, who
lived on the promises, had been requested by the artists to
have me removed from the studios, as my clothes were some-
what too Bohemian for the place, not, in fact, respectable
enough, Tho promising Australian sculptor and a now well-
known caricaturist were tho prime movers against me in
this, and had it not been for the women artists in this beehive,
who were all in my favour, I would have been given
to quit " The Railway Accident ", as it was called.